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MOST peoplo who know Charlos
Edward Austin and Lady An-
bola have heard thu story
of thoir flrst meeting. But,
although evory one ought to

know thls amazing and dollghtful
couple; many do no«; so tlie talc ls
Worth tolllng. lt ls rather surpriaingthat it has novor found Its way into
Ihe newspapers, for the marriage at-
tract'ed an cnorinous amount of at'ten-
tion.
Charles Edward's reputiitfon at Har¬

vard bad caused a number nf elderlyBoston women to say tliat he must bu
iiuite mad. But slnce his graduatlon,which, to overy one's ustonlshment be
ftccoinplishod wlth honors, very littlehad boen heard of him. Mo had been
making. In lelsurely fashioji a tour
round the world.
In .lune of '08 he had progresscd

as far as Parls. coming from the Kast
mid after leavlng there he met, on thoboat crossing the Cliannel, Edward
Singor, whom he had known at Cam-
brldgo when ho himself was a sopho-
more and Slnger a senlor, "Since thattlmo I have grailuated and soon a good

/ many places that any one, even Cook's
jicorBe, can see;' whllo you'vo been
Bornowhoro." wns tho polito way inwhich Charlos Kdward summed uptheir intorchango of confldencos. Singorivas golng to London with tho manu-
seript of a book on Eastern Turke-
Btan ln his luggage. Ho had beon therofor two years, and when Charles [_<i-
ward announced that he consldcred liis
frlond tho only authorlty on Central
Asia. he only uttered the unspokenhopo of Slnger's heart.
Strango to relate. tho trnin drew into

Charlng Croas Station on tlme. Tt wastho socond time that month tliat thlshad happened. a porter romarked wlth
ftdmiratlon, and lt was only tho 28th.Whon tho train does arrive when lt
.should one can go to one's hotel, dress
eomfortnbly, nnd dlne at a reasonablo
hour. Even nuCIiorltlos on Central Asia
must eat and go to tlie Galety Theatro,Charles Edward said: so 9 o'ciockfound tho two frlonds flnlshing coffoe
on tho terrneo of the Savoy, while thofading light over tho rlvor and the
gardons began to grow a' deep pur-pllsh blue by contrast wlth tho glowInsldo.
"Ought we to go on to the theatre?"

asked Singor, after consulting his
watch.
"Some time, I suppose," was the an-

swer. "But when I was horo boforo,
a long tlmo ago, I loarnod one great
fact about English llfe, which is that
no one has over seen the beginning ot
a Galety plece. It wouldn'l be legal,
I bellovo, What tho flrst half of tho
first act is llko Is ono of tlio great
jnysterios of Bondon."
"That sounds enormously experi¬

enced. Joking uslde, do you know
London woll?"

"I havo a few csoterle bits of ln¬
formatlon llke that, but.know Lon¬
don? No,"

"I was thlnking really of hnowing
peoplo." Singor lookod around iho room
wlth maaifest satisfaetlon, "One
wouldn't mind."

It was a pleasant slght even for
ono who was not fresh from the ro-
glons of tlio ba.r-nr-i.in8. Half tbe ta-
hles woro stlll fllled, and tho restau-
rant, wlth Its low oelllng nnd Its dark.
nmhogany-panolod walls, looked llko a
warm, glowlng cnvo. At n table noar-
hv a. party of olght woro dlnlnir. Fac-

ing Atistln Hat a girl with a qulet faco,but an inllnlte. fund of laughter in hor
eyes. Not much description is ncoded;
ovory ono hns hop.ii Lndy Angeln's por-
trait In tlio lllustrated pnpers. Charles
13dwa.nl witlidrew his gaze from her.

"Mintl!" ho exclalmod. "Bnther not.
No, 1 don't know nnybody horo. II havo. a
cousln who hns liaggod an English
husband. If sho wero horo sho would
Six. mo. But tho sllly woman hns chosen
just thls tlme to go to America on a
Vislt. She Is sondlng somo lotters for
mo, T bollevo, hut thoy havon't como.
And sho won't be ba<:k herself for
tlircr. weeks or so. But evon IC ono
got ncfiuulnled, ono couldn't bo sure of
gettlng riequainteil wlth Just tho peo¬
ple ono wants to know."
His oyo rostcd agaln upon the girl

at tho tablo .nearby.
"How rldlculoua a^ this tittslnoss of

liitroilui'tloiiB is anyhow, glngor. Hero
you and I are for only a lltllo tlmo.
Wo should lovu to glvo. dlnnors horo i
ovory nlght and ask quantitles of thoso
charming people. AVo can't, becauso
wo don't know thom. And so we've
got to spenil all tlio tlmo we havo for
London in making frionds and get¬
tlng ready to onjoy it."

"It's a da.i7.llnB prospoc't, but if I
gave (linnnrs evory nlght thoy would
soon dogonreate Into buns antl milk at>
tlio.what do thoy call 'om, the A B C
shops. You cun talk about the Sa-
voy."
"That's nothing." Austln waa hon-

ostly honost about hls monoy. "I don't
oxactly know what tho curront quo¬
tatlons on Contral Aslan books aro, but

I'll bot that ln two weoks you wlllsell yours for hundreds of gtilneas,
crowns, ilorlns and ha'peneo of their
rldleulous money. But untll then I'll
be tlio bost at our dinners."

"I might venturo to do that myself,I supposo as long as wo don't know
any ono to ask"
"Yes, I supposo you must know

them." modltatod Charles Kdward,
Then suddenly, "I liave an Idea, Sin¬
gor."
"Don't boast," hls companlon coun-

selod.
"Wlll you dlne hero with mo a week

from to:nlght?"
"Gladly," laughod Singor; "that's

slmplo,"
"And wouldn't you rather bo sur-

rounded by distlnguishcd Londonor.i
und beautiful ICngllsh women than to
feed alone wlth mo?"
"Yes, I should,"
"Oh, but thoy shall thlnk thoy know

Thls wlth a gesture.
"Don't knock over that bottlo. I'll

come to dlnnor, but you won't got
nny one elso. 1 don't belleve tliat oven
good dlnnors llko thls aro so rarc ln
London that pooplo wlll como to dlno
wlth a total strangor in order to got
one."
"Oh, but thoy shal thlnk thoy know

me."
f'If you are golng to do It undor

an assumed namo. why not Issuo a
royal command for a stato dinner at
Biicklngham Palaco?"

"I shall uso my own namo of Charleg
Edward Anstln." , i, ,
"But how?" !'

'
'

"TJiat's my idea." And Austin sent
for the hoiul walter. "You can glvo
mo a prlvato room for n dinner of
ten or twelve thls nlght of noxt weok,
can't you " lio Iniiulred of that gnntln.-
man. "I'll como In later nml order din¬
ner. Austin Is tho name. Wednesday,
yes. Oh, by tho hyo," ns tho inaltro
d'liote-1 turned to go, "can you tell mo,
Is that lady In white at Iho next tablo
Lady Susnn Slmpklns? I thlnk I know
her, hut I'm not suro."
"No, slr, that 1* Lady Angela Fnrn-

Bton."
"Oh," nald Charles Edward, puttlng

n libte of dl.iappointment Into liis
volce. "She ls, lot mo see."
"Sho Is Lord Emscott's daughter."
"Of courso, Thanks, so much," and

then to Slnger, ns Monslour BodclpHo
moved aWay, "I know ono person I
shnll ask. Let's gq to tho Galoly."
The valct at tlie Borkeloy Hotol took

awuy from _lr. Austln's room on Thurs¬
day evenlng a hugo pllo. of weekly and
dally papers. Thero wero numbers of
the Oosslplng Tlmes for tho pnst threo
months, wlth portralts and anccdotes,
ono might havo thought, of hnlf tho
people uf England. Tho Hmoklng-room
walter obsorvod a guest that afternoon
deep for hours ln tho "Blue Book,"
"Who's Who," and "Burko's. Poerage."
'A clerk ln a Pleendllly booksln ;i sold
nn Irreproachable looklng young Amer¬
lcan a ropy of "The Pollte Letter Writ-
er." And that ovenlng Charles Edward
consigncd a number of letters to tho
post. A gllmpso at a. few of them may
not be unlnterestlng.
The flrst was addressed to the Count¬

ess of Emscott,
Bear Lady Emscott:

I hopo you wlll remember me and
that you and Lord Kmscott wlll par-
don rather short notice, and lf you
nre free, dlnn next Wednesday. tho Sa¬
voy, S:30. I can't oven _call on you
before then as In tho Intorval-I may
have to go North. A follow-country-
rn.an of mlno, Edward Singor. Is com¬
ing, and as all lyindon ls clamorlng
to know him soon, on account of hls
cxplolts ln Eastern Turkestan. I am
Eelzlng tho earllest opportunlty to
proflt by my friendship wlUi a new
cclebrlty.
Do you remember promlslng me nt

Monte Carlo lost February that I
should meet your dnaghter ln London?
Wlll you brlng Lady Angeln to dlno?
It wlll just make my number even,

Yours most stnecrely,
CHABLES KDWARD AUSTIN.

"7n thero anything Interostlng ln
your letters, mother?" asked Lady Aj»-
gela tho following morning at break¬
fast In Grosvonor CroscenL
"Nothing much. Invltatlons. Ono

from a Mr. Austin whom I soem to
have met last wlnter'at Monte Carlo."
"Who was he, Caroline?" asked her

husband.
"That's what I don't soom to remem¬

ber, Proderlck. llelena Frampton al¬
ways had a great many young men
about. T forget thelr namos."
'Ton would. dear Carollno. wouldn't

you?" Hls wlfo's uncertaln memory
wns ono of the few trlals of hls llfe.

"I reniember hcarlng of him," sald
'Angela, "from Mrs. Frampton, Motlier
was conaldercd to have fllrted dlBgrace-
fully wlth him."

"Annroin. you are outrageous," Lady
Emscott gasped.
"Yes. I know I am. What nlght does

he want us to dlno?"
Lady Emscott read the noto.
"That 'fcllowrountrymcn* means that

he Is an Amerlcan,' observed Lady An¬
gela.
"We certalnly shan't dlnc wlth lilm

when your mother docsn't remember
him."

"I remember him well enough, Fred-
eriek: that is as well. as I remember
any of Helena's young men."
"Wednesday Is a froe evenlng," was

Lady Angola's comment. She cared
very llttle for unoccupled hours during
the T>ondon season.

"It docsn't noPd to be." sald her
mother. "Your Aunt Emlly wants us
to come thore thnt nlght. And after-
wnrd.whcro Is her noto? Oh, after-
wnrd there wlll bo sorry* moro peonlo
in and a llttle talk on the houslng
proble.< iiy an export from the county
council."
Lord Emscott looked up apprehen-

slvely from the Tlmes.
"Has your sister changed her cook,

Carollno?"
"No. I don't thlnk so."
"We know tho Savoy hasn't, father."
"That qulto apart, pcrhaps Eastern

Turkestan Intorosts mo fully as mucli,
as tlio houslng problem. I thlnk wo
hnd better acopt, Caroline."
Tho Oosslping Tlmes said that Mrs.

Frod Wlldlng was a llon-liuriter.
Charles Edward's note to hor was a
slmplo tnsk.
"Dear Mrs. Wlldlng:
"Will you dlno wlth ono Amerlcan

to moet another, Wednesday next. tho
Savoy, 8:30? Edward Slnger Is my
llon, Ho ls just back from Central
'Asia nnd Is golng to' make us forget
Landor and Svon Iledln In no timo,
I nm also askIng Lord and I,ady Ems¬
cott and tho Willlam Northbrldgos.

"YourR most slncoroly,
"CFIABLES EDWARD AUSTIN."

Mrs. Wlldlng romarkod to a frlond
tlio noxt ovenlng that really It was
gettlng to a point In London whoro
you raroly know your host or liostoss,
or thoy you. But sho askod ln tho
noxt sentonco whather Lady Wyncho
know Edward Slnger, tho groat ex-
ploror. Singor, lt appcarod, would ba


